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CHAPTER 1 


A Day Like There 
Has Been Endless Days 
Before It 


You don’t go to the desert, the desert comes to you. 
—Old Fieldwalker Saying 
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Think ahead: plant trees for your great-grandchildren. Experience the 
joy of watching them grow, knowing that your children will harvest the 
fruits. Your grandchildren will live in an edible forest, your great-grand- 
children in paradise, which was destroyed by the generations before us. 
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CHAPTER 2 
The Awakening 


I was in a tower, a ruin. An old man called me about a book from 
Salem. Het lay there in the library. Aircontis (eairkonis?) Ponct. I fell 
asleep and could not stay awake. I lay in my bed awake and could not 
wake up. I was back in the tower with the book. . an expensive and 
important book from 1100 or 1300. About the history of wizards and 


artists. I saw myself put the waterstone and others in a circle. I could 
wake up again. 


—Diary fragment attributed to the First People, 
ca. 267 years before the flood 
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CHAPTER 3 
We Ride at Dawn 


How does one move a piece of land? 
—Children’s Riddle 
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CHAPTER 4 


Arrival at the 
Chosen Place 


Thick white fur inhabited by black bugs; the animal appeared cheerfully 
out of the dry bushes and sat down next to our ship. The world was 
losing light again and we realised we could not go much further. In the 
twilight we walked with the dusty beast and it knew where to go, over 
another hill there we saw something... 


—Descent into the Chosen Place guided by the Dusty Beast 
(taken from the oral history) 
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Dear, 


On the page, before this one, I have drawn a map of the village that I 
now live in. As you know it lies in the south of Spain, on a high plane 
of about 1200 meters, which is mostly covered with land that at this 
point in time is used for farming. Out of the fields of grain and al- 
mond trees break hills and small mountains on which no crops can be 
efficiently grown. On these hills and in the ditches by the country roads 
and between the fields. It’s where the real-life happens. Millions of ant 
colonies and many large black beetles, spiders making cone-shaped 
webs in the plants and traps in the ground, I have seen a mantis which 
looks like an intricate little machine that is made with more precision 
than the smallest watch. And a moth that imitates a bird that doesn’t 
even live on this continent. In the wild, there are sparrows and hares, 
snakes, vultures, funny orange birds with fans on their heads and black 
and white striped wings. I have been told a ferret is hunting our chicken 
and there is also a couple of fat lizards still living out there. I hope for 
them that they will not run into you and me because we might do the 
crime of killing and eating them. 
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On the hills there grows large thistles and small dense trees that are 
hardly more than bushes, they bend and knot in different directions, 
struggling under the heat of the summer, and in the ditches and by the 
sides of the fields there are all kinds of colored flowers very many pop- 
pies and purple flowers that look like lavender but do not smell like it, 
small white flowers that do not have stalks but grow directly out of the 
ground, and many more that I cannot describe. 
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The rocks on the ground have very many colors, they are grey and green 
with mint-colored mosses growing on them which turn black when 

they die, dirt and dried up leaves. They make brown spots and in the 
gaps and creases shadows fall I looked at the grain fields and I didn’t 


see yellow but light green with a purple shade underneath it. And in the 
middle is a red ruin of a building. 
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I was surprised when I came here with all the life and the bright colors 
when I expected to arrive in a grey and brown dehydrated piece of land. 
It is like this though, that I did not go to the desert but that the desert is 
slowly coming to me. In the coming months, the sun will dry out every- 
thing and will turn the land into what I thought it would be. 
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The village that I live in is old, perhaps from 1300 or 1600 and half 

of the buildings are ruins. First, the roofs give in the tiles break or are 
blown away by the wind then the wood underneath is exposed and rots 
away. After this, it doesn’t take long before the floor and walls start 

to fall apart. In the village and many places in the fields and along the 
roads there are buildings in various phases of falling apart like this. 
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There is an invisible wall in the village, it doesn’t cut it in half but it 
divides it into shards. Half of the buildings are owned by the neighbor 
and some age-old conflict prohibits us from entering them. Of course, 
you do not enter private buildings that are not yours, but it is hard to 
see a collapsing ruin with half a roof filled with bird shit and all differ- 
ent kinds of shit as someone their private property. And so I have been 
in almost all of the neighbor’s buildings. 
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You look differently at a ruin than at a usual room or building. A ruin, 
like a corpse, holds within itself a proof of the passing of time and how 
it wears down on things. You look at it and imagine what it used to 
look like, what it used to be and see the holes that have been left behind 
and the piles of rubble that used to fill them. A ruin is a body that has 
returned to being material. Walking through these ruins the destroyed 
walls open up beautiful windows to the landscape. 
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CHAPTER 5 
Come Eco With Us 


The Committee of Activities kindly 
requests everyone to come hang out 
and chill by the river. 
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From wildfires, to drought, to flooding, to 
the collapse of global institutions: todays 
news about our environment and the 
Earth's ecology is increasing grim 


Instead of falling into a depression and 
waiting for civilization to collapse, all who 
understand what is happening need to 
work together to restore the Earth. We are 
late to act, but if we don't we can predict 
the consequences. 


We know that microbes and fungi living 

in the organic layer of the soils are the 

basis of soil fertility. We also know that 

the Earth is breathing and that biodiverse 

living organisms photosynthesizing is key to 

numerous processes regulating the Earth's ecosystems. Such as the water cycle, the 
weather and the climate 


This knowledge suggests that there is something we can do: we can improve 
our health and the health of the planet by restoring organic soils and fully ; = sated 
vegetating the Earth with diverse plants and animals. : i g ( mM 


We can do this by joining together to create Ecosystem Restoration Camps in vast " ‘ i mm a as a CO with US 
et 2 pate . 


historically degraded landscapes 


Our choice is stark. Either we realize what is happening and learn to work together 
to restore the Earth or we face predictable catastrophic outcomes. 
The more people who join this movement the more camps we can build and the 
more people can learn and act to restore degraded landscapes worldwide. 

e 
Our first camp was built in Southern Spain and the campers are accomplishing real ; Fi 
results while also having a lot of fun. You can learn about the camps development RR 
from the campers themselves at: a6) ; 


No one can restore the Earth on their own. We need to do this together as a 4 

global movement. Supporting members of Ecosystem Restoration Camps are / ( hits 1 | 

sharing 10 euros a month to help create a global restoration movement and build : A 01/07/2097 Ot 06 
camps all over the world => 


Together we can restore the earth. The time is now. Let’s work together ... 
Join the movement at 


John D. Liu 
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CHAPTER 6 


Milestones, Ancient 
Rites of Passage 


Why did you come here? 

Is this place as you expected before you were here? 
What are the risks? 

What is the relation between man and nature? 
What is wrong with |...] today? 


—Ceremonial questions from the initiation ritual 
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The red stone with two points was standing in the village. It is said to be 
the burial mound of one of its first inhibitors who went by the name of 
C.A.S.T.O. It held view over the valley below and protected the spirit of 
C.A.S.T.O the 4 legged man beast. It was revealed to us after spending 
the night in the village, which was the first of many tests. It has an eery 
vibe and the peoples preferred to avoid it. 

When we were working in a piece of ground that birthed the large 
growing things, besides the water stream, we found another of the 
standing stones. Its color was weird, almost like the sky before the night 
falls captured inside. The meaning of it is still vague to us, and it 
contains a tunnel running through it, like our old cave home. 

When we approached the settlement one of the first stones I was con- 
fronted with was as bright as the sun. The peoples called it the stone 
of direction, and when arriving there they followed the stones direction 
it was pointing to. It led them to the lands that birthed growing things, 
otherwise hidden. The peoples found skeletons of little dogs called 
mouses, they worshipped them because they lived where the growing 
things lived. They were sacrificed to the elders at the stone. The peoples 
are in a tight grip of the standing stones, they possess qualities of 
ancient technology which they cannot recreate anymore. We are puzzled 
by why they still stood there. If time really went back that far, why are 
they not falling down like the peoples? 
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The weird shapes of these stones can only mean one thing. These 
peoples know what is up and have the blessings of the weather and 

the mountains. The peoples would stand next to each other with the 
skybeforenightstone in the middle and each look inside the tunnel 
facing each other. What they would say to each other would stay inside 
the skybeforenightstone and no one around them could hear it. It was 
said the peoples would say bad things about other peoples to each other 
inside this stone, without upsetting the weather or the mountains. The 
weather and the mountains do not like it if they hear the rumours, so 
they would only tell them inside this stone. It explains me why the peo- 
ples are so free and happy to each other, because they sacrifice their evil 
gossip to this stone. 

The following three stones are the most sacred to the peoples. The 
rainbow coloured chikken stone stood in the middle of the ruin settle- 
ment. The peoples found it first and believed the ruins to be inhabited 
by the chikken people before they found it. Every sun up the chikken 
people would stand on the stone and make an ugly loud noise to the 
sun. The peoples said it was gossip about them that the chikken people 
would say to the sun. Because of the good connection they had, the 
chikken people were able to say this to the sun. Thus we need to be nice 
in front of the chikken people. Others say they where cursing the sun 
for them being smaller than us. They once were big they say, and this 
stone was built by the ancestors of the chikken people. The wiseman 
chikken would stand on the highest red stick and assert dominance over 
us all. There was also a blue donut in the ground with the clearest of 
wetness inside. It was strictly forbidden for us to drink or look at the 
water, because our dryness would insult it. Only the chikken people 
with sharp faces could stick their heads and legs in it, and they would 
relax in it quite a lot. We were after all to blame for their small posture. 
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The thinking stone was on a hill overlooking everything else, but the 
thinking stone chose instead to look into the ground. It contained im- 
ages of what seems to be a squirting wet water out of its mouth or nose. 
I can not believe my eyes are showing me this. It is not possible. But 

it happened. I see the water and I touch it, but my hands stay dry like 
sand. It feels flat as a stone, I can almost touch it. The peoples called 

It the thinking stone because they would—in a rite of passage—sit 
underneath it with their head in the mouth of the stone. They would see 
only darkness even though the sun would be outside and even though it 
was very bright and powerful, it could not enter the stone. The head in 
the stone would receive IdEaS the peoples said come straight out of the 
ground into our heads. The peoples thrived on IdEaS. It was green like 
a leaf. 
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When we were after many a moon accepted as working field people of 
the village they showed us the most holy of stones: the Water Stone. It 
had an eye-hole that looked down on the field people digging holes and 
it made sure they kept digging holes. Digging holes was necessary to 
honor everything. The dug holes pleased the stone and sometimes made 
it summon water from the sky to the field. Only sometimes have we 
seen water fall from the sky here. When the moon was round and high 
in the dark sky the working field people were allowed to gather around 
the Water Stone. They would hold each others hands and scream at it, 
frighten it, sometimes making it skywater by accident. It had the most 
beautiful images of small people looking like us but less smart. They 
where laying on beds and animals floating in water. They used to be 
one with water, the peoples said. They would live laugh and love it. The 
stone was the oldest of stones and had a mesmerising blueness about. It 
apparently changed images overnight and change back during the day, 
but no one was allowed to see it. 
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In the night when the moon stands highest in the sky the field walkers 
lit a fire under their marked wall. The oldest peoples were telling the 
story of the birth of the world. This is what they said: 

“First there were only stones, they were very big and heavy and they 
would break under their own weight, and then they would press togeth- 
er into new stones. So it was and so it remained for a very long time 
and the mad sun above it sees everything at once. 
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“But something the sun did not see, inside of the stones were small drops 
and they dripped drop by drop down, one drop per stone for a very 
long time, until a little puddle, a pond and then a lake became under- 
neath the stones. 

“When the sun found out it became very angry, and it became very 
warm in the world. All the lake evaporated, and the sun only realised 
its mistake just after the last ray of sun fell through the gathering clouds 
and the last drop was evaporated to seal it off. The whole world was 
now a cave and so it was and so it remained for a long time. 


272 273 


276 


“The stones were cold and still, we cannot imagine for how long. But 
one day we are told the cloud rubbed itself the wrong way and some- 
thing sparked up, and in some flashes of light the big fat cloud ripped in 


half and a lot of big blue drops fell down on the yellow stones, and they 
created a new color, it was green.” 
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But was it always like this? No, in the days before the days before, 
before the sun went mad, they had glass houses and metal birds etc. 
But the people were bad and poisoned the earth and maddened the sun. 
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And that is how it went. 
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CHAPTER 7 
Decadence 


Triple acid bomb 


—Bro Positive 
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He was the wise man, we were the muscle. 
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